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Editorial
On a trip to Colorado this July I spent a few evenings
around a campfire with new and old friends. We ate
dinners early, so we had time to kill. As we talked,
the mountains reversed their colors; the cool
afternoon's slanting sun fell from their faces, and soon
they were discernible only by the absence of the starlight that they blocked. Our campfire, though blazing with the sap of dragged stumps, reached no farther than the trees around us. When I walked into
the night about a hundred feet, I stood behind a screen
of pines. In the dark, our flames were visible only in
flashes, and mostly not at all.
The warmth of conversation had flushed my face, as
did the knowledge of the souls whom I sat near,
whom I asked questions of, whom I disagreed with,
and whom I loved. I was drawn in by the faces-the
bodies changed as we adjusted the clothes to the fire's
heat. We spoke to each other and to ourselves, and
somehow we changed each other a little bit.
My idea of Dialogue runs the same course. This magazine, as this college, should allow each of us to sit
next to the others, to disagree with, to find joy in, and
to ask questions of them. Conversations might not
be simple or easy. Instead, they should liberate,
change, and solidify those who participate. I want
Dialogue to reflect the conversations that we cast
against the trees. The silhouettes seen from the outside show the gaps in our circle, the weaknesses in
our conversation, the voices which we lack. We
should welcome those who fill in our gaps, and hope
that our conversation will warm them.
Like a campfire circle, one is enticed to participate by
the light that it casts on the forest around it. When
we are full in ourselves, and satisfied with the light
on our own faces, we close ourselves off from those

in the trees. When we speak too hotly, our light blisters those who approach. If we do not speak at all,
the conversation dies, and they cannot find us.
A dialogue is led by those who speak, and though
the words are spoken in the circle, the light which
they cast shines all around. We are exposed and understood by the light that slips over our shoulders,
and strikes the trees behind us. The light is determined by the stories that are told, and is characterized by the way they are told. We must be careful for
both.

Off in the night, the rest of the world comes into focus, and I am reminded by a glistening below that a
series of beaver ponds flows down between the
mountains, and that the mountains themselves are
not voids where sky should be, but tree-covered and
rocky slopes of dirt, which tumble down to my feet,
and to the ponds that shine below. I feel the true coolness of the air, not the shimmering reflected heat of a
campfire circle. I am reminded where I am. I had
forgotten.
While I warmed myself in conversation, I had forgotten what lay outside of our small patch of light.
Night-blind, I had seen nothing but the lack of our
campfire. The mountains and the trees that clothed
them had receded. Even the dry black air that slid
down the valley to my back, I knew only when it spun
the dust at our feet, as it touched the embers, and
was sucked up by the swirl of flame, into the column
that spiralled above. Then we saw the cold air, and
we watched it glow. But we did not dwell in that
cold air while our faces were ruddy with flame. •
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Beyond Pentium
By Jason

Author's note: Here is a real incidence of dialogue between a
fellow co-worker and myself Of course it's not verbatim (it's been
aggrandized and overdrawn), but the essence of the argument remains. The societal description at the end does seem naive and
fantastic, but it was written in the light of humor, and I believe it
has some legitimate implications.

"Where do you think they're headed?"
"Beyond Pentium? They'll permeate our culture
like a disease. It's necessary for the evolution of mankind."
.
"Oh?"
"You must agree with me that natural selection
doesn't work anymore."
"I concede that there is nothing natural about it.
Humans seem to have a tyrannical grasp on the rigorous criteria of survival more than fading ecosystems or improved predators nowadays. But I don't
see your point."
"My point is that the "survival of the fittest"
lifestyle has gone out of fashion. There are people
out there that don't deserve to live. They don't work,
but expect a free meal ticket. They clog up the welfare system like nuisance hair-balls, soaking up the
wealth, while simultaneously constipating all other
governmental functions. If I were president, I'd flush
them all to the stinking sewer."
"You feel strongly about this."
"I have a personal stake in it. Look at the deductions on my pay-stub."
"Then you should feel eighty times stronger about
the space program."
"At least it's going for a worthy cause."
"Technology?"
"Precisely. To continue my strain of thought: there
is a certain class of people that are no longer required
to live up to the standards of nature to survive anymore. They carelessly live for free."
"The aristocracy?"
"I'll ignore that, you surely jest. Anyway, the system perpetuates itself tirelessly, so we need a new
selective device, or natural filter, for this class, to trim
the excess, so to speak. And computers are the answer."
"How?"
"It is a divine coincidence that our social solution
just happens to be a dawning super-industry."

Van Lier

"-Was it coincidence or a hasty decision?-"
"Already, society is relying more and more on their
PC's to alleviate the workload and add new dimensions to life. Executive Bob can't leave his desk without his faithful lap-top. He depends on it, trusts it:
it's become an appendage."
"A crutch?"
"A-ppen-dage. But this is only the beginning.
Soon, it will permeate every aspect of our lives.
You've heard the stories: cooking dinners, educating
children, late night rendezvous, etc. But it will do so
much more. It will simplify our ways of life to thenth degree so we are freed to utilize our time more
efficiently!"
"But I like peeling carrots."
"Why peel carrots when you could be viewing a
multimedia presentation of the tsetse fly mating process?"
"I'll forfeit the opportunity here to make Freudian
comparisons."
"Huh? Never mind. And who do you think will
possess the power in this New World Order?"
"Let me guess, the people who can afford computers."
"That will be the first stage of the screening process. One must own a computer to know how to operate one."
"-Is this maxim universal?-"
"But the true essence of power will rest in the
sweaty palms of those who understand the computer,
who have a thorough knowledge of its workings, and
guard its secrets jealously. They-We will triumph
while the work-force of robots and artificial-intelligence crowds out the existing one by force of its superior productivity and flawless logic. The hair~clot
will quickly burn in its awesome glow, and the moralists will shudder at its strength: both, powerless
before its smashing inertia."
"And you would be in control."
"Yes, I, and those like me, would undoubtedly be
in control. "
"And as the programs became more complicated,
jobs of higher importance would be filled by machines
rather than people."
"Exactly. Computer newspaper editors, CEO's,
presidents: you name it."
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"And it is feasible that in an extreme case, all positions in society could be filled by computers, save a
super-stratum of computer operators."
"Crime would dwindle."
"So would population. One could even go so far
as to say that you could 'teach' a computer how to
program and improve itself so that it would no longer
need its master or leash."
"If you're asserting that man would lose control of
his pet, you're mistaken. Man will always be the
master of his craft. Even if there is only one, isolated
man remaining, controlling the entire dominion of
bent metal and microprocessors blanketing the earth,
he will still have full autonomy."
"And will have won Darwin's cute little challenge."
"Precisely! You fully understand me, now. He will
be at the pinnacle of human existence: the last survivor, handpicked as the most fit to exist! He will serve
as a symbol of excellence and achievement, eternally!!"
I failed-no, refused-to repeat my grandfather's
theory of power to the vainglorious idiot. He was
too hot-headed and intellectually stubborn to perk
an ear at that specific moment in orbit. Had he the
wit or wisdom to listen, he would have heard something like this:
"Power is nothing but a divine hoax of the 'oppressed' on the 'rulers'. The underclasses hurtle these
reckless (animals sounds appropriate here, but I fear
to offend all species under this categorical umbrella,
so I use:) men into positions of power simply because

they are utterly hopeless (an exclusive condition of
man). So while the laborers are mentally and economically 'forced' to participate in the menial labor
of plucking berries in the balmy air of a tangy sunset
amidst sweat-limned bodies and ladders with a view;
politicians and businessmen attend to the important
work of carefully adjusting numbers and laws under
a fine microscope in their stuffy anal-centric offices.
What humor! While we're drinking literature silly,
stabbing ourselves with music (or the instrument of
choice), or proliferating (perverting) the other arts,
they've got a deadline to meet and are obligated to
ruminate on another grainy document. Point is:
they're so obsessed with their pedantic and trite duties, and their high lifestyles of rigid moral and social restraints-because it gives them power, because
it gives them good reputation and righteousness and
pride-they fail to see how limiting it is. This is what
I mean by hopeless.
"But the most colossal joke of all has to be money.
Imagine this: a pifiata is broken and defecates rich
candies and confetti. The candies are speedily squandered in good humor and cheerfully shared. A latecomer arrives and, seeing what was spilled from the
paper-horse bowels, lunges at the confetti, loudly
declaring its importance and silently basking in his
gain. Many think him a cretin. Many thought likewise before the outburst. No offer of candy was given
to him. Consequently, he spends the remainder of
the evening counting his newly-acquired booty in
determined fascination while the others are secretly
shoving candies into their mouths between laughter
and succulent swoon. •

Music Submits
(inspired by "Triatic Memories")
The keys fall alone
Apart from the rich community
That dwells within music
Void of warmth and relation,
Unrelenting they stab the standards
until shivering, the community
relents
yielding Tradition to the new,
empowered Being
which rises above the walls
and chooses its own
religion
of itself
falling
yet reverberating to the very core
of souls that listen.

Trevor Westerhoff
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The New England Gazetteers
By Gary D. Schmidt

With confidence, security, and an almost encyclopedic sense of protocol, the New England gazetteers
proclaimed New England fact and lore for most of a
century. They were the voice of the region in the
1800's, particularly the voice of the very small village. Detailed histories of the towns and counties and
states and rivers and mountain ranges of New England marched the pages in double columns, each
entry taking its place in a rank and file of New England-iana. The gazetteers were travel guides, town
histories, economic reports, brags and boasts and
whoppers. They were as factual as the Britannica, as
whimsical as the April wind that comes down off
Chocorua, as anecdotal as a mountain storyteller, as
stern as a school marm. As proud of their region as a
small town is of its veterans.
Severe democracy governed the gazetteers. Some,
like that published by Sampson and Davenport in
1885, give hardly more space to Boston, population
362,869 (marked in my copy with a reddened maple
leaf inserted by a long-gone hand) than to Northport,
Maine, population 872 with stages to Camden and
Belfast (not marked with any leaf and today no longer
around). The entries to each town are filled with what
we might call trivia-Brunswick, Maine, had 250 saw
mills and produced 200 million feet of board in 1839;
Cheshire, Massachusetts, sent a 1200 pound cheese
to President Jefferson in 1801-but this isn't trivia as
we have so recently delighted in collecting. These
are facts that show what a town thought of itself, how
it understood what it was about. When Bangor,
Maine, boasts of the 400 ton vessels built in its harbor, or when Jackson, Maine, claims that the 4,898
bushels of wheat it produced in 1837 are "as fine
wheat as can be raised in Tennessee," they are heralding who they are.
I finished reading through John Hayward's gazetteer late last night, cracking the seam on the last few
entries. It is a curious read for a New England exile,
living in a house barely older than this 1839 volume,
a house that should by rights be set against a New
Hampshire valley. I look at the sites where my family settled: New Portland, Maine, population 1,476
and "one of the finest farming towns in the county,"
and Rowley, Massachusetts, settled by "industrious
and pious persons" -a compliment which still
pleases me.

To read this book is to know New England as my
grandmother's grandmother would have known it,
holding in her mind the stagecoach distances, the
river industries, the produce of a town, the remarkable richness of New England stone-white marble
in Addison County, Vermont; limestone in Bolton,
Massachusetts; soapstone in Grafton, Vermont; and
the granite of Bolton, Connecticut, of which the "supply is inexhaustible."
But amidst all the curiosities so precisely recorded-the 560-pound fellow who lived in New
Market, New Hampshire; the pine tree cut in Liberty,
Maine, that yielded 10,610 feet of square-edged
boards; the frog found 26 feet below ground in
Bridgewater, Vermont-amidst the paeans to industry and geography and population growth,
Hayward's Gazetteer celebrates town heroes. And
they are more often that not the most unlikely of heroes. Litchfield, Connecticut's Ethan Allen is praised
for a pair of columns but the editor concludes somewhat sadly that he "does not seem to have been much
influenced by considerations respecting that holy and
merciful being." Dalton, New Hamps1:1-ire's Moses

Nell Alexander.. found a gold ring on the
deck of the ship that was bringing him to
America. Pawning it for goods, he traded
in Roxbury and was able in a few years to
buy 3500 acres at Killingly.
Blake is admired for his hunting prowess, but when
the editor writes that he once placed one buUet on
top of another in a shooting match, so duplicating at
one stroke the achievements of Hawkeye and Robin
Hood, even John Hayward seems to stand back with
a long grin.
The real heroes of the Gazetteer are those like A.
Shumway of Belchertown, Massachusetts, a stagecoach driver who drove between Belchertown and
Northhampton for twenty-five years, and in all that
time, "although his hours of travelling were early in
the morning and late in the evening, he never broke
a limb, overturned his coach, or met with any serious
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accident whatever." Or Ephraim Pratt of Shutesbury,
Massachusetts, a temperate man who lived "to mow
a good swath 101 years in succession." Or the unnamed widow of Amos Story, who with eight children cleared land and became the first family to settle
in Salisbury, Vermont. The town gave her 100 acres
of land for her "manly" conduct.

You will find no conquerors of the whole
earth anywhere in this gazetteer; they are
not important enough.

To all but the most intrepid of family historians,
these are forgotten names. These are the ones who
never made the history books, who never sat in the
senate or led a brigade or wrote a novel. (Nathaniel
Bowditch of Salem is lauded for his Practical Navigator, but Salem's other famous Nathaniel, who in
1839 had just accepted a position at the Custom
House, is never mentioned.) These are the names of
those who are remembered in local histories for perhaps a generation, their stories bandied about by
storefronts until they pass into myth (like Moses
Blake) or are simply forgotten. But they are as much
a part of the town as Main Street or the hardware
store.
And most of the heroes of these towns are as practical as a hardware store. Many are like Alstead, New
Hampshire's Amos Shepherd: "By his persevering
industry, his economy and correctness in business,
and at the same time, by a rigid adherence to uprightness and integrity in his dealings with his fellow men,
he acquired a handsome fortune, and was in many
things, a pattern worthy of imitation." It was a pattern oft repeated, according to Hayward. Nell
Alexander, before settling near Alexander's Lake in
Connecticut, found a gold ring on the deck of the ship
that was bringing him to America from Scotland.
Pawning it for goods, he traded in Roxbury and was
able in a few years to buy 3500 acres at Killingly. Berlin, Connecticut's Edward Patterson arrived just six
years after Alexander, making his fortune just as
quickly by peddling tinware on foot, carting the baskets on his shoulders: But perhaps most impressive
of all was Oliver Phelps of Suffield, Connecticut, "a
very enterprising, sagacious, and successful trader."
His purchase of five and a half million acres suggests
that he was very enterprising indeed.
The Gazetteer celebrated this enterprise, this willingness to take a chance. Over and again the towns
identify themselves with someone who was the first.
Steven Day of Cambridge was the first to set up an
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American printing press, his first work being the
"Freeman's Oath." Samuel Slater of Pawtucket, Massachusetts, began cotton manufacturing in America
(the Gazetteer anticipating Slater's later reputation
as the man who initiated America's industrial revolution). Levi Pease, "the father of mail stages" was a
native of Shrewsbury, Massachusetts.
Perhaps these do not seem to be dramatic accomplishments. And yet there is that about them that
even today makes them somehow more real than, say
Ethan Allen. Storming Fort Ticonderoga is a high
drama; setting up a mail service is real life. A town
parades Ethan Allens, but it comes into being and
holds its own with Levi Peases.
And with people like Mrs. Whittemore, who lived
alone with her young daughter in the Vermont wilderness during the winter of 1764-5. Great things
were afoot in Boston in those days; the patriots of
Boston were driving into the last decade of colonialism. But up in the north, far from the fiery oratory of
James Otis and Sam Adams, Mrs. Whittemore was
cutting timber and caring for the cattle through the
cold winter. In later years, as the town of
Marlborough settled around her, she tramped from
house to house on snowshoes. "She lived to the age
of 87 years, officiated as midwife at more than 2,000
births, and" -perhaps most remarkable of all"never lost a patient." So.
Only a handful of such remarkable women are recorded in Hayward's Gazetteer. Sarah Bishop is
granted the honor of having the most space devoted
to any single person. Called "the celebrated
hermitess," she lived in a cave near Ridgefield, Connecticut for about forty years, perhaps as a response
to the cruelty she found in society. If so, she never
reflected it: "It is said that the wild animals were so
accustomed to see her, that they were not afraid of
her presence."
Two women are noted for their bravery in the face
of Indian attacks. One, of Dorchester, Massachusetts,
killed a Narragansett hunter named Chickataubut
with a shovelful of live coals, an unlikely feat made
ironic in that her name is now lost (this despite its
being engraved on a silver wristband given to her by
the town) while that of her adversary is remembered.
Hanna Dunston' s name is recalled, however, because
she gave it to Dunstan's Island, New Hampshire.
Hardly a temperate woman, she killed ten of the
twelve Indian raiders who had captured her and murdered her child. She returned home to Haverill with
the scalps and was awarded a grant of 50 pounds sterling by the Massachusetts General Court in addition
to "many other valuable presents." One almost shudders to think what they were.
This is the stuff of high drama amidst the toting
figures that mark the beginnings of New England's
industrial revolution. These stories stand out from
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the news that Sandwich, Cape Cod, produced
$300,000 worth of glass in 1839, or that Randolph,
Massachusetts crafted 200,175 pairs of boots and
470,620 pairs of shoes in 1837. Certainly there is a
pride in this industrial might; the entry for Lowell,
Massachusetts, the birthplace of the American industrial movement, boasts that "every American who
sees it feels proud that such a city exists on this side
of the Atlantic."
But it is the people behind those figures that are
truly celebrated-the enterprising ones and the industrious ones. The brave ones, such as Samuel
Eaton, a Revolutionary War hero who travelled with
his family through seventy wilderness miles to settle
the town of Johnson, Vermont.
The firm ones, such as Abraham Davenport, who,
upon being told one unusually dark day that the Day
of Judgment was at hand and the legislature of Connecticut should thus adjourn, retorted with impeccable logic, "I am against adjournment. The day of
judgment is either approaching, or it is not. If it is
not, there is no cause for adjournment: if it is, I choose
to be found doing my duty. I wish therefore that
candles may be brought."
The eclectic ones, such as Gardner, Massachusetts'

Daniel Cooper
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Jonathan Osgood, who died in 1825 after successive
vocations of pastor, physician, and school master.
The devout ones, such as Haddam, Connecticut's
David Brainerd, a missionary to the Indians: "If the
greatness of a character is to be estimated by the object it pursues, the change it braves, and the purity
and energy of its motives, David Brainerd is one of
the greatest characters who ever appeared in the
world. Compared with this standard of greatness,
what little things are the Alexanders, the Caesars, the
conquerors of the whole earth."
You will find no conquerors of the whole earth
anywhere in this gazetteer; they are not important
enough. A. Shumway or Mrs. Whittemore or
Ephraim Pratt would hardly have given a twig for
them, busy as they were mowing a straight swath.
They would instead have been more impressed with
Samuel Welch of Bow, New Hampshire, who
"steadily cultivated his little farm, till the frosts of a
century had whitened his locks, and the chills of a
hundred winters had benumbed his frame. His life
was marked by no extraordinary vicissitude-he was
never in battle, or in any public service; he was a man
of industry and temperance."
So may we all be. •
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Portfolio: Eric Nykamp
-

-----

In my work,' I try to explore human emotions, tapping into
the experiences of myself and others. When people share their
stories with me, I try to understand them at a deeper level by
making images that correspond with their experiences, connecting with them in that way. It is my way of trying to empathize and understand ... even if only in a small way.
I don't understand how people can sit there and not be moved
to try to make things better. I try to take these stories, and
find a sliver of hope in them, making a beautiful image of the
ugly pain. Maybe I just want to find some good in all this
mess so badly...
I guess this is my way to do it. •

"What is your plan, God?"

Woodcut
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One day ...
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"Lift up your heads"

Woodcut
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"God, I feel alone."

Woodcut
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Coming Disconsolate
our father, whose heart in heaven
cried on the radiator
weighted his hope,
wave that never quite rolled over,
and waited for me in the art museum
still unearthing himself
Duct-taped his clumsy bulldozed metaphor
to his sleeve,
left the number-one-dad pin a graven image
on the lapel of the shirt with the too-tight collar
and hummed through the evening hymn sing
our father painted two dozen clouds
into the blue sky of my ceiling,
watery enough to be waded
I think of his disappointed optimism
who sings "faith of ours, father" in alto
while he pushes her in a swing
I think of the gray aspirins
left like icon rosary beads
unstrung around me
I though I'd rather be his other girl
never enough to think,
I regretted him
wondering if he could excavate me a hope
make my wish list into a prayer
our father, who art in heaven
collect the muddy streams
of these blue canoed hearts
before, he says, we always knelt before
the wrong grave
(and images)

Jane C. Knol
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Fireflies
In the purple dusk, the dark trees tower
Strong, unheeding the impending shower.
The restless air is haunted by winking
Fireflies, constantly rising and sinking
To elude ever-searching childish hands.
A reach, a miss; the child halts trem'bling, stands
Perplexed--which scrap of lightning to catch next?
The small hands dart out for one and they press
Together in victory; he peeks in
To enjoy his star-like treasure. But when
He looks, a sudden rumble startles him
Into releasing his precious gem.
His eyes follow it as it flickers up;
Drops start to fall in his hands' empty cup
Deborah S. Leiter

A Friend Remembered
During our recent spring break I visited the Viet Nam Veterans Memorial in Washington DC. I was exempt
from the draft during the Viet Nam War because I had a family, but some of my friends were less fortunate. It
was a war I never believed in. I was surprised by my feelings as I approached the information booth to look
for the name of a friend who died in Viet Nam. He was the student president of Noordewier Hall the year I
was an RA there. With his name in hand I could not approach the wall as I struggled with the ugly memories
of the 60' s and my emotions. I awoke that night and wrote this. It is essentially as I wrote it that evening. I
did visit the wall the next day.

Surely I can visit the wall in fifteen minutes.
Need it take longer than that?
A sensitive and polite park ranger asked for your name.
(funeral home sensitive and polite)
In seconds his computer coldly spit out the details.
Born in 1944, the same year as my brother.
lLt David Buursma, killed in action in 1968.
My daughter Jayne, born then, is rtow twenty-seven.
Twenty-seven years the world could not have you.
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President of our dorm.
Mature, but still a bud.
Where would you be today?
President of something else, perhaps?
A wife?
Two children as I have?
Now a name on Panel 38 E, line Number 046.
Nam endured because of the pride of Johnson and Nixon.
Pride that deafened their ears to the protests of millions.
Pride that cost your life.
The Gulf of Tonkin, Ho Chi Minh trail, My Lai massacre,
Yesterday is today.
Kent State,
Demonstrations on the Capitol mall and on every college campus.
Hayden, Hoffman, and the rest
Protesting an ugly war,
A war fought by stubborn presidents with human lives.
Presidents that never caught on.
Crowds jeered and spat at returning veterans,
As if the guilt of Nam were theirs.
Those veterans had dignity threatened;
You lost your life.
My friend John prayed that he would take no life in Nam.
He returned with his rifle never fired.
Were the prayers of your father and mother unanswered?
Was your life wasted for the vanity of presidents and generals?
I see your face frozen at twenty-two with a confident smile,
Your large frame too small for the bullet that cut you down.
Twenty-seven years have dulled memories.
I had nearly forgotten you.
Why do I cry now?
From where I stand I see the wall but cannot read its names.
Flowers and tributes clutter its base.
Scores of people standing, yet silent,
Hunting special names among thousands.
Impeccably etched in cold black granite.
I cannot go to the wall now.
Not today.
To the person next to me, thanks for the hug.
Maybe tomorrow.

Peter V. Tigchelaar
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Philosophical Peelings
By J. Blankespoor

The following play contains some serious arguments within the framework of a farce. Attempts should be
made throughout to draw on the humor of an intellectual debate in such an nonintellectual setting.
The setting is a small room in a castle with a tyrannical king in Medieval England. The cast is made up of six
characters-two major and four minor. George and William are both serfs, apparently relegated to peeling
potatoes and other menial tasks for their entire lifetimes. Two guards are needed to control the crazed baker
who is being led to his execution for attempting to kill the king. Finally Chadwick is a bent-over elderly serf in
rags with white, wispy hair. He has apparently spent his whole life wandering the halls cleaning the castle. He
continues to do this without complaining. A simple door frame stands in the middle toward the back, suggesting a room in the foreground with a hallway behind the door, running the length of the room. Only George is on
stage, sitting on a stool with a large pail of potatoes next to him. More potatoes in a pile next to the pail might be
helpful. A potato cut into the shape of a knife lies next to him on the ground. A dishrag lays across his lap as he
peels the potatoes. A large pile of peeled potatoes rests to the side of George. The rest of the suggested "room"
is empty. Throughout the play, once William enters, George and William will pace back and forth, with George
routinely returning to his stool to continue peeling potatoes-especially after he feels the argument is over. The
play begins with George thinking to himself, obviously intent on some action he is about to carry out. His arm
motions resemble those of murderous thrusts with the potato knife and occasionally choking gags with the
dishrag. After this continues for some time, he finally begins to voice his thoughts out loud ...

George: ... and then I could crawl up
behind the king and cut his throat before
anyone knew. No-what if I tripped
and he turned? I could . . . . (George
sinks back into deep thought, once again
continuing murderous motions, eventually leading to motions suggesting the
placement of poison in the king's food.
At this time he again starts to speak his
thoughts out loud.) ... in his baked
potato. No no no no no no no! That's a
dumb idea. (he hits himself in the head)
Come on, George! He'd have an official
taster to test the food-duh. That's your
worst idea yet. Think! What would a
king be doing eating a plain baked
potato anyway? He probably eats those
little strip things from France. (As his

voice rises, George suddenly realizes he
is speaking out loud and immediately
quiets to a whisper) Come on. What are
doing?! Think to yourself. Want to get
us killed here? (George sits and returns
to peeling potatoes in silence for a few
moments-at times speeding up intently
and at others coming almost to a complete stop until he focuses in on the pail
holding the potatoes. He grabs it,
dumps out the potatoes across the floor,
places it over his head, and proceeds to
stagger around the stage in a dramatic
death scene of suffocation. Another
scruffy looking serf walks in and stares
in bewilderment until George backs
right into him.)
William: (Pretending to be a guard, he
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gives the pail a good whack and George
a good shove. As George fumbles
around, he should be sure to kick the
pile of potatoes and scatter them across
the floor.) All right scum! Get back to
work, you despicable dump of dungeon
drudgery. You don't even deserve to
live in the moat. That's two more days
of potatoes for you, and after that you
can scour the cobblestones under the
guillotine!
George: (Momentarily fooled into thinking
William is a guard until he removes the
pail and regains his senses) Yes, sir! I'm
sorry sir! You're absolutely right, sir.
Please have mercy, sir. (etc. George
apologizes profusely while trying to
regain some dignity until he realizes
who yelled at him. While apologizing,
he grabs the bucket off his head and
loses control of it. It goes flying and
George slides after it-knocking potatoes out of the way. He quickly tries to
replace the bucket neatly on the
ground-fails-and snaps to attention.
When he realizes who pushed him, he
chucks a potato at William.) William!
William: (laughing) What are you doing?!
(Silence. He steps through the doorway
and glances around the room and jokingly asks) You're not thinking about
killing the king again, are you? (more
silence-William suddenly becomes
serious) George, you know what happened last year when you merely mentioned the idea. That guard almost
overheard, and it was all you could do to
convince him you weren't talking about
strangling the king but dangling the
ring. You ended up with a wife you
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didn't want. Lucky for you she took to
the plague two months later and keeled
over dead within a week.
George: (Interrupting sarcastically and
with a look of bewilderment) I can't
help it if I just happened to forget to not
take her drinking water from the
swamp.
William: (chuckling) I always wondered
why you still fetched the water when
you finally had a wife. But that doesn't
matter. This king business has landed
you into too much trouble already. Be
realistic. Nothing you can do will make
any difference. So if you had any sense,
you'd simply let things slide.
George: (in a cutting manner) If I had any
sense, I'd realize I couldn't just sit here
and let a maniacal monarch manipulate
my miserable life. Do you really think,
William, that we should just sit back and
peel potatoes while our country continues to crumble into catastrophe right
before our expressionless eyes?
William: Well, yes-that is what I think,
George. What happens happens and
nothing we two poor, pathetic peons can
possibly do will make any bit of a difference in the way things actually are.
George: Then I'm sorry-I guess we aren't
the close comrades I thought we were. I
refuse to believe that we must have hell
here on earth. The one way people like
us have to gain any influence in a controlled kingdom like this is to capitalize
on each other's mortality and fear
thereof.
William: You're a fool! Think about what
you're saying.
George: I've thought about things long
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enough. Think, think, think, thinkthat's all you want to do is think. If all
we ever did around here was think,
we'd never experience. And without
experience, we'd never grow. And
without growth we'd never learn how to
think. Just think what we'd be calling
"William the Conqueror" now if he
never conquered. We'd probably know
him simply as "William the I Could
Have Conquered but I Just Wanted to
Wait, Watch, and Wonder." I don't want
to become "George the I Could Have
Killed the King but I was Scared So I
Simply Sat By While I Saw Thousands
Around Me Drop to Their Deaths." If
we don't put into action, we'll always be
thinking about what might have been. If
we don't try, we'll never know.
William: Okay, fine-I admit it-maybe I
don't know. Maybe I don't know where
I belong in the world. Maybe I don't
know who I am or where I'm going.
Maybe I don't know how to stop the
horrors I see before me every day. But I
do know how to stay alive-and that
means minding my own business and
letting the king mind his.
George: Ahhh .... But is it really worth
living like this when you know that
maybe-just maybe-something you
could do just might be able to correct
things-or at the very least change some
aspect of them for the better, even
against odds worse than those of me
finding that lucky rabbit's foot of mine
Chadwick's cat Witsky ate when she
thought it was a mouse? I would rather
have my skin stripped off my back and
searing irons stabbed in my ears than be

accused of standing by in silence and
solitude as serfs around me struggled
and suffered daily while I shoved far
into the deepest corner of my most
carefully secured cabinet even the faintest flickering of hope for their tormented
souls.
(William turns and rolls his eyes toward
the end of George's speech. Suddenly
he cuts George off, evidently having
heard something)
William: ... and then I said to Kelter, I
said, "If you want the bread to rise, you
have to place the dough in the pan, not
under it." (forced laughter as two

Writers' Block
I grasp for the appropriate word,
Which flutters
From my pen
As a vari-colored butterfly
Escapes a child's searching net.
I frantically stumble
After it, but it mocks me,
Elusively slips out of reach.
I can no longer see it,
But it leaves trails of
Rainbowy ribbons. I know
I will not catch up with it,
But if I wait
Long
enough
I can reel it in like a kite.
I finally hold it gently
In my hand, and trap it on paper
Before it can fly off again.

Deborah S. Leiter
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guards, each holding an arm, lead a
crazed man, the baker, past through the
apparent "hallway" behind the door
from stage right to stage left. The man,
dressed as a baker with soiled clothes,
struggles with the guards the whole
way)
Baker: Run! Run for your lives! Revolt!
Rise up! Rid yourselves of this ridiculous reign! Hide under the covers, oh
you cowards! Climb out of bed, you
lazy lumbrangers. Die in agony and
torture knowing I tried to save your
simple souls. Die in utter torment
knowing that I die in peace! Be not a
fool-for thou shalt die as well. (There
is silence for a few brief moments as the
baker fades into the background.)
William: Looks like they' re taking the
baker out for his execution. They sure
didn't waste much time. You see what
happens when you try to kill the king?
You'll end up just like him.
George: (pointing to the "wall") And
you'll end up just like him too-even if
you just stand there as cold-hearted as
this stone.
William: (Relishing the irony of using
George's words against him) I guess I'll
never know unless I try, will I? (Pause)
You're crazy. Do you really want to
degenerate into that? (he points toward
where the baker was led off.)
George: Nonsense! That won't happen.
He and each of the others before himthe butcher, the tailor, and that one
knight from the corner tower who always jousted using a wooden ducknone of them had a plan. The baker
probably tried cutting the king's throat
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or something-I'll never be like them.
(George suddenly seems to remember
something and makes his way back to
the stool. He tries nonchalantly to hide
the potato that has been cut in the shape
of a knife) Shoot-I bet the baker was so
deranged that he was baking bread in
the shape of hatchets for a week before
he made his move.
William: Look, George-I'm not trying to
stand in your way here. I'm just trying
to look out for you. I don't want you to
go rushing into something you won't
have time to regret.
(Enter Chadwick stage left. He slowly
shuffles his way along the "hallway."
He uses a broom to sweep, but he seems
to use it more as a cane than as a cleaning instrument. He continually stares at
the ground)
George: I already regret not acting sooner. I
know you' re trying to protect me from
my probably pathetic plan, and I thank
you for that. But this is something I just
have to do. I couldn't live with myself if
I didn't at least try. The way I see it:
either the king dies, or I die from the
king overworking me.
William: You're being awfully fatalistic.
There are ways to stay alive-you just
have to be smart and act dumb.
George: (He picks up a potato and begins
eying it as he had earlier in the play)
"Do unto others as they have done unto
you." The king has killed me-if not yet
in body, then in spirit. Therefore I shall
kill him. (He takes a vicious bite out of
the potato, chews contentedly, and then
spits it out. By this time Chadwick has
reached the doorway and shuffled in.
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He begins to slowly bend down and
collect the spilled potatoes-one by one.
Never should George or William acknowledge noticing Chadwick through
the rest of the play.)
William: Do you really want that responsibility on your hands? Who are you to
judge?
George: Do I want the responsibility of not
doing anything on my hands? (slowing
down-he begins to re-enact his flashback. If he has been sitting, he gets up)
I've failed too many times already,
William, I've failed. I never told you this
before, but remember seven years ago
when Philip and I were traveling
through the Berkshire Woods on our
way to Truberry in order to sell those
stone spoons we had spent all winter
chipping out of boulders? (He slowly
makes his way so that he is directly in
front of and to the side of Chadwick,
who is facing the opposite way.

"Broadway"

Intaglio

Emily Watson

Chadwick by now has a collection of
potatoes cradled in his shirt.) That
blasted band of rogues jumped uscaught us by surprise and sprawled me
on the ground before I blinked my eyes.
(While saying this line, George either
jumps backward or swings his arms
back-in either case, he knocks the
feeble Chadwick flat on his face and
causes the potatoes to fly everywhere.
Chadwick gets on his hands and knees
and begins collecting the potatoes
again.) They grabbed our bag of spoons
from Philip, (George turns and acts as if
he grabs something from the ground by
where Chadwick is) gave us each a good
kick (he kicks and "just happens" to kick
Chadwick back to the ground-again
scattering the potatoes) and started to
run off. (George turns away from
Chadwick and walks away from him to
the side of the "room." Chadwick
slowly pulls himself back to his feet and
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again begins cleaning up the potatoes.)
The one with our bag, though, stopped
to check his takings as the rest of the
band went far ahead. (speeding up)
When all he felt were our lousy spoons,
he threw the bag at me and raised his
crossbow at Philip. (George whips out
his potato knife and acts as is he is about
to throw it-he "just happens" to be
aiming right at Chadwick. Chadwick
notices, lets out a slight scream, drops to
the ground, and places his hands on top
of his head-again spilling all the potatoes.) I had my trusty knife out in no
time and could easily have thrown it
through his heart before he raised his
bow to level. (pause) But I just stood
there-unable to act. (He lowers the
knife. After a few moments Chadwick
slowly creeps up and resumes collecting
potatoes. Every so often he sneaks a
cautious gaze toward George) Instead, I
stared as the bow swung toward Philip,
the finger flicked back, and the arrow
flew through the air and finished
Philip's life. I could have stopped it, but
instead I just stared. I failed, Will, I
failed! (pause) I won't fail again-at
least not without trying. (After a second
or so, George stoops and picks up a
potato. From here on, it becomes clear
that he is only half listening to William.
He begins playing with the potato, again
similarly to how he did at the beginning
of the play.)
William: (pause) You can't dwell on the
past, George. Don't harbor your mistakes. (He moves to get in the face of
George. George turns and shuffles the
other way. William is persistent-he
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sees George slipping away and begins to
become more active, moving around
faster and more dramatically. He slowly
raises his voice and the argument gradually speeds up.) Live in the present and
don't make a mistake now. If you won't
listen to reason, at least listen to religion.
Are you forgetting, "Thou shalt not
murder?"
George: A person like the king isn't really
living. He should be dead. Are you
forgetting when the Israelites stoned
Achan for taking gold out of Jericho?
We' re God's agents called to exact his
punishment. (He begins circling around
the room and around Chadwick, quickly
increasing his speed. William follows,
trying to catch up. Chadwick continues
to mind his own business of sweeping
poorly and picking up potatoes.)
William: Ah ... but what if somehow the
king isn't guilty for the deaths of all the
people? What if somehow he doesn't
know it's happening? Maybe one of his
officials is going behind his back.
George: (shouting-He sets down the
potato he's been playing with and
stomps on it repeatedly. He even begins
jumping up and down.. Each stomp
becomes more and more vicious.) Oh,
get real! He deserves to die!
William: (loudly-pushing George away
from the smashed potato and scooping
up the remains in his hand and showing
them to George) This is Life you' re
talking about here! Real life! Beautiful
Life-the Essence of Living. (He tosses
the remains to the side, quickly scoops
up any potatoes in the immediate vicinity and chucks them to the side without
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looking where he is throwing. At least
one should hit Chadwick in the back and
cause him to drop a couple of potatoes;
if none do, he should drop a few anyway
in reaction to the potatoes flying past
him. He patiently begins picking them
up again.) Listening to you makes me
wonder whether all we humans do our
whole lives is fight a natural instinct to
kill. Are we repressing the animal inside
of us? (slight pause) Let me hear you
growl!

September
greens are fading to golds
the colors your eyes would be if
you let me into them
and the clouds cling to earth
wet as my face if i could cry
cold, so cold, but not dead yet
yet not alive either
and when i am inside the walls
envelop me in their chilly grasp
but outside i tremble in the rain
i could drown in the dismal sky
but i will never drown in your eyes again
only raindrops splatter the surface of the pond
and the fish swim in shadows
(through my empty eye sockets)
we couldn't swim but we dove in
and kissed the cold dead lips of fish
kiss my cold dead lips now
you who are alive and warm and belong
to a world in which green does not swallow
all color
and your eyes are flecked with gold.
Monique Bos

George: What?
William: You heard me-let me hear you
growl! (George mumbles something)
Com' on-Louder! (George slowly
complies, building to a savage yell)
Louder! Louder! (Silence, then quietly,
in desperation) no ... that's not the way
it's meant to be, George. We're not just
animals fighting animal instincts. We're
made in God's image, and, as such, I
hope that means we have a smidgen of
sanity, a fraction of thought. (pause)
What about when David refrained from
killing Saul and cut off a piece of Saul's
robe instead? (The argument proceeds
at a somewhat normal rate again)
George: But this king is not the anointed of
God. He became king by deceit.
William: Even if you do murder the king,
the country will still be in ruins.
George: But at least it will be a start. Look,
either I will fail, die, and put and end to
this paltry existence, or I shall somehow
succeed and become king myself.
William: Oh ... and succeeding will solve
a whole slew of problems. We'll merely
replace one murderous monarch with
another murderer. Once you've tasted
blood, nothing will hold you back from
thoroughly feasting on it. If one has to
kill to become king, one won't be afraid
to kill to remain king. Have you
stopped to think that you might not
actually save lives by your "heroic"
actions? Who knows? Maybe you
might be a worse king than this one is.
(pause-William gets a slight grin on his
face and attempts to punch George on
the shoulder) Besides-you can't be
king. What kind of name is "King
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George" for a monarch, anyway?
Here-just think it through for a few
days and then let me know where you're
at.
George: No, sorry William. There is a time
for all things under heaven. The time for
thinking is past. It is now the time to
act, the time to experience, the time to
grow.
(George exits resolutely through the
door and exits stage right. William
shakes his head, kicks the stool over, and
leaves through the door and exits stage
left. There is a lengthy pause during
which Chadwick continues to sweep the
room and occasionally pick up a potato.
Suddenly the two guards appear
again-this time leading George down

the "hallway" from stage right to stage
left. He resists them the whole way in
the same manner the baker had.)
George: (Yelling like the baker had) Rise
up! Revolt! Take action now while ye
still can! Be free! Release the chains of
bondage and experience full Life! If but
briefly, I Am Alive! Unite and act as one!
Revolt! (etc. as needed until he's off
stage again)
(As George is led off stage, Chadwick,
never looking up, shuffles over to the
stool and picks it up. He sits down,
picks out one of the potatoes he's collected, pulls a knife from his sock, and
begins slowly peeling the potato in
silence. Eventually the lights fade. The
end) •

Going Down
This elevator is a trap, I know.
Bshhhh. Door slides open.
Push button. Door slides shut.
Jerk. Start. Lift.
Beep.
Beep.
Reel. Stop
Door slides open. A video of th~ fifth floor.
Cheap.
Fuel-efficient.
Makes me feel I'm going somewhere.
I really should try to walk out, but I don't want to
Break the glass.

Claire Basney
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Upwards of Heaven
The rain falls
and we suffer together
We suffer so we are not alone.
We walk the sterile stairs together
to the white linen bed
And discuss
Discuss failure
Why the failure
The one who is rejected and despised
Is not called cursed.
Discussed why you
who are perfect
Think death is better.
Let me hear your reasons.
Your voice
Flutters among the clouds
Raining down answers
Puddles murky understanding
(tears)
While in the next room
The cancer victim
With no home
Family or God
no cure
struggles to survive
he does not understand you understand your
understanding
we suffer so we are not alone.
Understand the bullet
As it passes through
To the back of my head.
Let me hear your reasons.
I just felt like no one cared
I said to God
and He cared
But who is to say if He does
orno
Certainly not me
certainly not me
And who is to say
Whether death is not better
after this day
Certainly not me
certainly not me
But what about us together
together can't we ...

The clouds are bright
With covering up the sun
And it's tiresome rays
Which do not so much guild the sky
As hurt my eyes
And cause them to tear
(Tears)
I'm crying
And the tears fly
Upwards of heaven
God
Collecting them
In a small bowl
Into which he dips his barber's comb
and smooth back the perfect hair of angels.
Dan Olydam

"Watching"

Woodcut

Lisa Daley
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Salty Drink
By Karl Voslrnil

Demne, you're always bothering me about that.
Can't I have a drink in peace? I'll take care of myself.
Now pass the peanuts, there. That's a good boy. I
deserve it. Here, I'll buy you one, too. You don't
want it? Welt don't want to put it to waste ...
What? That old question. Why do you always ask
me that? I just want to have a drink, but you always
want to talk about the same things.
You don't know me? Oh, I guess I thought you
were someone else, Demne. Sorry. Welt you all look
alike. Stop bothering me. Bah, this drink is so close
to being good that when it falls short it's a tragedy.
Typical of the stuff from this place.
Alright. I'll tell you about her. But only because of
that gleam in your eye. You think I can't tell? I know
more than you think. Thank you, yes, I'll have another ...
What was I talking about?
The girl. Welt I mean, the first thing you notice
about her is her hair. But that's not really important.
But her hair reminds me of grain. Which reminds of
distillation. You look surprised that I made it through
all the syllables of distillation, Demne. Pass me a beer.
What is important about her, you ask? Like you
don't know. Oh, yeah. Are you sure I don't know
you? Hey, watch it with that thing, you could take
an eye out. Yeah, no problem. You really should relax, you know. Like me. While you're at it, you could
relax somewhere else, you know.
Oh, never mind, now you've started me, I can't
pretend that I can stop. Here's the clincher: She was
small and short, but she had a big shadow. Do you
know what I mean? If you turned her inside out,
she'd be so big that you could get lost inside her. You
look confused, Demne. Well, it's not like you've been
in anything like my shoes. It's all just a matter of
study to you, isn't it? Speaking of shoes, these really
hurt my feet. They felt so good when I first tried them
on, but now they seem to have twisted a little, enough
to really ...
No, Demne, I'm not forgetting. She was beautifut
but that's not uncommon, and it doesn't mean much.
But it hurts all the more. Either I've been blinded
and now I can see, or I could see and now I've been

blinded. I guess I never understood her.
Yes, it hurts all the more. You were quick to pick
up on that. Maybe you are familiar with hurt? Ah,
don't laugh, it hurts my ears. I need something to
soothe the pain. But the only drink that could do
that would be the water of her eyes and the wine of
her lips. I'll have to do with a substitute.
Oh, you picked that up, too? Yes, she's beyond my
reach now. No, I'm not pessimistic, I'm drunk. You
can be pretty subtle, Demne. And pretty quick to
deny. But far from pretty.
I thought I had her under my thumb, but she was
actually under my thumbnail. My shadow was under the shadow of her crushing foot. No, of course I
didn't see it then. Now I don't see anything but shadows. But before the Beginning, I only saw the shells.
And I still remember her beauty.
Yes, that's why it hurts, Demne. Now go away. I
can't stand this. I can't stand this.
This is a salty drink that I'm mixing on the counter
in front of me, but it's too bitter for me to drink.
There's not much, but I bet you would like it. Go
ahead, drink it down, there's more where that came
from. Why do you torment me? I need a drink.
Stop prodding me, you know that it will all come
out anyway, until there is just an empty shell left of
me. Oh, just an expression. No, never mind, I guess
that would be confusing. Yeah, I'm better now. Get
that thing off me.
You've already guessed it, Demne. I asked her to
stay up for me one night. She did, and I met her bullet at the door. I didn't see it coming. But I saw her
kill herself right after that. I lay there with a bullet
hole in my sternum, bleeding and blind. Damn you,
Demne. And you laugh when I say damn? Damn
you! Every evening, every day of the year you come
back and make me remember. Go away. Leave me
alone! Damn you! And damn me ...
Did I survive? Welt I'm here in front of you, aren't
I? Of course I didn't survive. I want a drink. And I

told you, Demne, be careful with that tail of yours,
you could take an eye out with that. •
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Bigger
The earth rubs my fingers
Thing we call a globe
Wears magic like a lonely girl's perfume
(Pretty but makes you
Queasy). As it spins,
Traces of colour hurl incantations;
The blue heart in my purring mind
Resonates
Like the walk I chewed on Tuesday
Afternoon: leaves tugging at my feet
Below and sun in cloud-spattered sky above.
One clear memory _ i Look Up And A Face
deepens The Spell, Contours
wrap Themselves Around My Eyes.
So in all feedings upon life there is a coming together,
And everythingEverything - rushes together and spins in my blue heart
Like a turning globe.
There are places I go where
The sky is wider than heaven,
Places stranger than the moon.
There are new places always,
Where the people are like exotic birds or
Silver-limbed statues (Until discovered).
There are moments when life springs into a
Painting and I cherish each brushstroke.
Life is forever new and as my globe spins
It grows bigger and bigger
I dream that one day the whole earth will spin in my blue heart.
.~

Jouwert Shane Wagenaar
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"Aprons"

Intaglio

Julia M. Schickel
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Music From The Underground
By

Rebecca Lew

Eine Kleine Nacht Musik was composed for strings,
and "No Woman No Cry" is supposed to be sung by
Bob Marley. But that doesn't stop London's street
musicians from creating their own misfit arrangements. On one particular day in London, I heard three
different versions of REM' s "Losing my Religion."
Once I even heard a xylophone rendition of
Copacabana. Boisterous music travels through the
corridors of nearly every major Underground train
station in London. The collection of musicians who
open their cases for coins have unconsciously formed
a Byzantine hierarchy. Their renegade music making has a name: busking.
Originally I considered busking to be a mixture of
music defilement and puffed-up begging. But after I
met a busker named Davy, my opinion changed. I
was switching lines at King's Cross station one day
when I heard a violin. This was no novice. The tone
of his instrument showed years of training. His articulation was clean and intonation impeccable. This
musician was no welfare recipient turned recorder
player. His was music with a history.
Turning the corner, I beheld Davy, a dark-haired
man in his mid-thirties. Contentedly smiling, he

Boisterous music travels through the
corridors of nearly every major London
Underground station. The renegade
music making has a name: busking.

shifted his weight with the phrasing of his Celtic
fiddle tunes.
"You're very good."
"Well, thank you."
He answered me without missing a note. After a
few seconds he put down his instrument, realizing I

had more to say.
"People are good to you I suspect?"
"No, they're terrible. Much better in Scotland."
When I told Davy that I considered busking, he
encouraged me and generously taught me busking
etiquette. A busking location is called a pitch. Once
a busker finds a few pitches that work-which means
they are not too chilly, don't get visited by police, and
make good money-he or she usually stays put. Conventional playing time is one hour. Then someone
eJse gets a turn. Davy explained that lists often develop in memory or scribbled on a piece of paper. At
the most popular pitches, the keen buskers arrive as
early as 7:00 am to get their names on the list, which
can stay full until 11:00 pm.
Davy has been busking for fifteen years. At night
he plays for odd-end recording sessions and searches
for other gigs.
While speaking with him, I tried to figure out what
kind of man he was. I wondered where he lived, assuming that anyone who made music in a hole in the
ground and not in a concert hall had to live in a dirty,
smelly house, if in a house at all. Why did he spend
his time down in the Underground instead of at a
"real" job? What was wrong with him? Was he an
alcoholic or incapable of holding a steady job? He
seemed neither of these. In fact, I kept on thinking
about how he looked like Hugh Grant. He wore
brown, worn jeans and a cardigan. His red, windburned face and ripe eyes were the only features
which questioned his clean-cut look. Maybe he drank
too much. Or perhaps the drafty Underground corridors had weathered his complexion.
"I make an average of £50 a day. Anything more is
bonus. Busking has paid my mortgage for the past
ten years."
Thus I amended my notion about busking requiring a flawed character. One did not have to be a delinquent to turn to busking, one only had to fancy
easy money.
After Davy sparked my interest in busking, I spent
a couple mornings in the Underground following my
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ears. One time, back at King's Cross, I ran into Davy's
friend Jim.
"Not many of us buskers are out today," Jim said,
"The cold weather keeps us home, and others are
scared because Underground security has been moving us on. Cracking down."
Knowing that busking is illegal, I asked, "Do they
just make you leave or do they fine you?"
"They take you to court and prosecute you! You
can get fined £20, £30, £50. But I have a wife and kids
to support, so I get the lower."
"So you've been prosecuted?"
Sure. Many times."
A crowd of people started down the corridor. Jim
sent me away so he could continue on his mandolin.
I later found out that Davy doesn't like Jim.
"That Jim, he's a nasty one, a trouble maker," said
Davy, "He got thrown of his pitch and now he comes
here all the time. I'll give him one hour a day, that's
fine. But he's got the nerve to expect that he can play
here two or three hours a day!"
Buskers become very defensive of their territory.
After playing a certain pitch for a while, they call it
theirs. Each new musician threatens their income.
Davy told me that even if I went everyday to the pitch
next to the elevators and asked for an hour of playing time, the buskers there would never let me play.
I continued exploring the Underground. Soon I
heard a violin and bolted off the train, hoping it was
Davy. When I found the origin of the music I didn't
see clean-cut Davy, but a scraggly man with uncombed hair past his shoulders. He rocked violently
with his violin, and although his sound was sweet,
his smell was not. He stunk of urine. I got back on
the train. I was quickly learning that there is no typical busker.
The next person I met was Conrad, an older, redhaired man from Scotland. He had the guts to blow
his saxophone right next to a sign which read "No
Busking £200 fine." Underground security had just
moved him on, so he had a chance to talk. I told him
I was interested in busking and described my musical training.
Ah, there's a lot of money in classical violin," he
said, especially at South Kensington and Victoria.
The people there are more educated and are on their
way to the theater. I tried my jazz there once and it
was a bad go. If you play classical they know you're
a good little girl or boy and not in the service of the
devil and his rhythm and blues."
Conrad, like Jim, recalled his trouble with the police. "I don't take Underground security seriously.
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The most that they can do is tell you to leave. But
sometimes the police come and make arrests. I have
my first summons this week. I was feeling gutsy one
day and went back to a pitch twenty minutes after
they moved me on. But I suspect the judge will throw
out the case. They charged me as a guitar player, but
I play the saxophone. There's no way they'll win if
being wrong about that big of a fact."

"... If you play classical they know
you're a good little girl or boy and not
in the service of the devil and his
rhythm and blues."

By this time I was confident about doing my own
busking, even though I dreaded the idea of being arrested. I dismissed my worries, convincing myself
that a cultural experience in court would be worth a
fine. I chose Thursday for my debut. Picking King's
cross as my pitch, I hoped that I would run into Davy
or Jim for support. My nervousness was exacerbated
by the fact that I only knew one good song by heart.
I would have to repeat it over and over again. When
I reached King's cross, Davy was there.
Any tips?" I asked.
"If you get a £5 note, take it out. And when you
have a fair amount of coins, take those out too. Everyone wants to feel like they're the only generous
ones. I'll be back in one hour for my turn. Good
luck!"
He left, and I was alone in a corridor filled with a
din of rushing footsteps, incoming trains, and whistling drafts.
I unpacked my violin, hands shaking. As I put the
bow to the string, my nerves calmed. Magic was at
work; before I knew it, thirty pence lay in my case. I
played my single memorized piece the entire hour.
Would the Brits have continued throwing money if
they knew I was playing the PBS Civil War Series
theme song?
I received big smiles, possibly in part because I was
a new, young face. All types of people gave: business people, university students, tourists, young children. Poorer people gave often as the richer. Every
race of people gave. I was especially impressed by
the generosity of women who looked like they were
from the Indian subcontinent. On many occasions
these women would break stride, pausing in front of
11
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me until they found sufficient spare change. I saw
the embarrassed faces of money-throwers whose aim
missed my violin case. Once, a grandma, grandson
in hand, stopped a few yards away. Setting down
her swelling purse, she pulled out a coin for the little
boy to give to me. Curious passers-by who didn't
give money peered over to estimate my profit. I wondered if they were thinking "Get a real job." Sometimes tourist families with young children held up

Each coin struggled to fall in my case;
they did not materialize as effortlessly
as they had the day before.

traffic to watch me play. During my hour, Jim came
to put his name on the list. "Another bloody busker."
he muttered.
One man walked by and threw in the business card
for his band, "The Treatment." He wrote on the back,
"I need a violinist for a track to be recorded some
time. If you want to do it, there's no money yet. But
shall be released. Call me? Gordon Zola." I hope
they're not the next Beatles.
I made £23.08 that first hour.
On my second day of busking, I decided to start
playing at 8:00 am, two hours before buskers usually
arrive at the station. This way I wouldn't invade
anyone's territory. Riding the train to King's Cross, I
became nervous again. Maybe buskers have a good
reason for not playing before 10:00 am. I had assumed
it was because they liked to sleep in or they wanted
to wait until the fares go down. But I had never asked
Davy about it. Maybe it is an unwritten rule that no
one plays so early. Or maybe the Underground security cracks down during early hours.
The station felt different that morning than the previous afternoon. It was 8:15 am, and everyone was
rushing to work. The trains thundered especially
fiercely. From their doors came stern-faced commuters. Only a few of them smiled at me while I played.
The magic was not working. Each coin struggled to
fall in my case; they did not materialize as effortlessly
as they had the day before. I started to feel uncomfortable, realizing how conspicuous I was, standing
in a corridor, instrument echoing down four plat-
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forms. I was the odd one out, an embarrassed, noisy
spectacle.
To make the morning more uncomfortable, a beggar came and stared. Crusty food stuck to his beard.
Back hunched and eyes heavy, he moved slowly and
stiffly toward me. Panicked, I wanted to yell "Go
away!" Maybe he always begged here before 10:00.
Was I stealing his pitch? I stopped playing, "Is it okay
that I play here?"
"Sure," he said, "Don't stop. I was just going to
give you some money."
He took off his black knit glove and pulled out a
£1 coin which he kept lodged in the glove's finger
tip. Slowly, he dropped the fat coin in my case. I
watched him leave on another train. Gathering up
the £17 I had made in my 50 minutes of playing, I
tried to put the morning behind me.
Buskers share their workplace with beggars. The
same pitches that reverberate with steal drums and
guitars also provide the repeated phrase: "Can you
spare a bit o' change?"
Later that day I ran into Davy. He said he doesn't
play before 10:00 am because the only people up that
early are too busy to throw good money.
Davy had some more pointers for me. He told me
which kind of violin strings are the best to buy.
"Yours are too expensive for busking. You need a
cheap string that won't expand and contract when
gusts of hot and cold air blow by from the trains."
Davy was so obliging that I wanted to reassure him
that I was not going to be a regular busker and spend
too much time at his pitch. I explained how I was
only planning on busking a few times so I could write
a paper about it.
"Want some advice?" he asked, "Don't. Don't ever
publish it. I started writing a book about busking in
Europe, and I was physically and violently threatened
as a result. Buskers here get very mad if you say how
much you make or which are the good pitches. My
book was a threat to them. Busking is their job. They
don't do it for fun."
Davy and I paused for a few minutes to joke about
people who throw us two pence after searching their
pockets for five minutes. Then I tried to convince
him to play the Bach Double Violin Concerto with
me at Covent Garden. That will take some time. But
Davy, like other buskers, doesn't play in a train station for the fun of it. And he's not expecting a pay
raise or a glamorous future. So I left him to continue
to enliven King's Cross with his folk tunes. •

September/ October 1995

"Girl"

Watercolor

Jill Ritsema

The Calvin Dialogue

38

1

Jane Austen s Falling Women
The fall at Lyme
from stone to stone
that bruised Miss Musgrove' s head,
reduced her to a silent girl
reclining on an invalid's bed,
declared that girls who would descend
obey their lover's voice
and by their lover's hand be led.
A great strong girl who takes the lead,
who leaps upon her lover so,
presumes too much-a wit, a stance
that's strong enough to stand the blow.
Miss Elliot learned a better way.
Her bruises grew beneath her gown.
She listened to persuasion's arts;
she let herself be taken down.
For years she practiced self-control,
and when Miss Musgrove fell to earth,
she stood,
the other's fall to reap.
Though quietly she moved along
through suitors, mirrors, Bath, and hall,
when Wentworth fell without a sound,
she caught him,
lest she miss his call.

Mary Dengler
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